5S5               .......CQNT'ARINI 'FLEMING:

4 OH ! WITHDRAW THAT VEIL, WITHDRAW THAT RED VEIL !
LET ME BEHOLD THE BEAUTY THAT IT SHROUDS ! YES ! LIT
THAT BOSY TWILIGHT FADE AWAY, AND LET THE FULL MOOK
RISE TO MY VISION.'

Beautiful! Yet more beautiful in the language of the
Arabs ; for in that rich tongue, there are words to describe
each species of twilight, and where we are obliged to have
recourse to an epithet, the Arabs reject the feeble and
unnecessary aid.

It was late ere I retired, and I stretched myself on my
mat, musing over this singular people, who combined
primitive simplicity of habits with the refined feelings of
civilisation, and who, in a great degree, appeared to me to
offer an evidence of that community of property and that
equality of condition, which have hitherto proved the
despair of European sages, and fed only the visions of their
fanciful Utopias.

CHAPTER IV.

A SYRIAN village is beautiful in the centre of a fertile
plain. The houses are isolated, and each surrounded by
palm trees; the meadows divided by rich plantations of
Indian fig, and bounded by groves of olive.

In the distance rose a chain of severe and savage moun-
tains. I was soon wandering, and for hours, in the wild,
stony ravines of these shaggy rocks. At length, after
several passes, I gained the ascent of a high mountain.
Upon an opposite height, descending as a steep ravine, and
forming, with the elevation on which I rested, a dark and
narrow gorge, I beheld a city entirely surrounded by what
I should have considered in Europe an old feodal wall,
with towers and gates, The city was built upon an ascent,